198                       SILENT IS THE VISTULA
"Come on, Anen. We've got to find some way out The Krauts are in the pillbox already. We re out of ammunition. Theyll shoot us if we remain here."
The barricade above us was silent, though the Germans were still shelling our positions heavily. No one was left to answer the German fire I felt a burning pain* a shell-fragment had hit me I didn't even know where the wound was There was no time to stop and look, I ran after Rola*
In the cellar of No 25 people flocked to us, begging that we raise the white flag of surrender Someone, sobbing, tried to hoist up a white sheet. I snatched it and pulled it down roughly
*No surrenderP
The crowd obeyed without a murmur.
In the cellar of No, 21 the water was as high as our knees. Three times I stumbled while running and toppled forward, my face down. Rola and Piotr pulled me out
Piotr ran out of the cellar first We followed him. The street here was clear of smoke, and there was sunshine Piotr dashed up to the door of a ground-floor apartment
*Qh, look! This will be the best way out for us! I shalL."
A bullet wbizssed, I saw its sharp gleam. It buried itself in the boy's ear. A fountain of blood shot out Piotr was gently falling on his knees before the door. His eyes were still open, and showed suiprise. His mouth still smiled, a glad anile, that he had found a way out
Raucous German yells resounded outside.
"Change to dvilian!** Rola called, as we went back again, plunging into the water of the cellars. Rola tore off Iris red-and-white armband and destroyed his pink card of membership in tie Home Aimy. Others undressed quickly. I tore to shreds my orwn caidliat had been hdiest of all to me* The toy shreds of pink cardboard fell into